SPIRIT OF DEATH

in

The long., slow slant of the sunlight shows that It is afternoon
in the country.

The straw in the great doorway of the barn is shadowed
over and lies in scattered heaps which fade into the shadows
clustered in the far corners. But the sweet thick scent of the
straw has been stirred into life by the sun earlier in the day,
and drifts out now over the sun-bleached wisps on the caked
earth in front of the barn., curling in and out among the dusty
grasses on the roadside, then upwards and out over the white
hotness of the road to the creepers which clamber over the
farmhouse.

The creepers are part of the farmhouse; they grew up with
it out of the earth,, shaped it and softened it, so that it has
come to share in the richness and the strength of the earth
round about its walls. Its windows have grown small and
shapeless from the leaves that coil around them, like a heavy
frame round a picture which time has darkened into blackness.
It is still and cool and dark inside the windows, and the
view outside stands out as though lit by the orange glow of
some supernatural arc-lamp.

The curve of a wooded hill rises opposite the farmhouse.,
and the smoothly swollen outline of a coppice straggled round
its summit in a dull blue arc which the sun has distorted by a
wash of shadow dropped down the hill from the fringes of the
wood, masking half the slope of a meadow and laying its veil
across the fallow richness of a ploughed field. The shadow of
the wood seems to divide the hill-slope into two., one side dank
and fertile, as though pregnant with the richness of freshly
fallen rain, and the other bright and alive with all the hidden
colours of the sun's rays. Full in the brilliance beside the
fallow field there stretches the goldish sweep of a cornfield,
ripe, but as yet unbleached like the fairer wisps of straw lying
in the sunlight outside the doorway of the old barn. Now and
then a faint breath of wind seems to play with the myriad